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N Everybody had finished dinner. Kesha stepped down the kitehen floor holding a 
karuwa. She went inside the room on the third floor. She placed the karuwa on the table. Kesha’s sister 
Jeena, who was studying, looked at her once. She again returned to her studies. Maybe she had an exam 
tomorrow, Or else she would not have studied so hard. Students nowadays have many exams. They have 
to spend most of their time on exams. In reality, a student's life has become a life full of exams. Kesha 
quietly sat down on the bed without speaking anything to Jeena. It was the same today. Nobody came to 
call Kesha. It felt as if she would be called today or tomorrow. She just felt someone would come to call 
her, But nobody came. Nobody came to call her from her husband's house. It had been almost a month 
since he was staying at her parents’ house. In the past days, they would have sent someone to call her in 8 
days or earlier, Her husband's face would seem sad whenever she told him that she would go to her parents’ 
house. She would have to ask for permission as if asking it to God. Sometimes, when she would have 
already gone to her parents” house, her husband would come in the evening to take her back. But now... 
Neither did her husband come nor somebody was sent to call her, At times, Kesha thought that she would 
return on her own even though she was not called. But it was just a thought. She could not go on her own. 
Kesha, who was thinking, took a copy which was in front of her. She looked at what was written. then she 
did not want to look at it. She would want someone to come and call her. But her expectations would 
always face despair. Her thoughts changed. Her eyes got stuck to the calendar which was hung on the wall. 
It was the 22nd. Ohh..... she tried to remember the date she had come to her parents’ house. 25th. It was 
almost a month. How could I have stayed? He always said that he could not write his stories whenever I 
was not in front. Maybe he has not written even one story after I left. He must be irritated. He used to recite 
each page to me. I used to suggest to him that some were not realistic, and some were not understandable. 
And he used to smile. I used to smile too. Hmm... once he said- “If every writer had a critic wife like you, 
there would be quick progress.” I just smiled without answering. I was his critic. I used to criticize in every 
story and every novel. He was happy. He held my hand tight and kissed me, And my head would 
unknowingly go to rest on his warm chest, but..... now...... 

“No,..no,,..” Kesha spoke unconsciously. Jeena, who was studying, looked at her sister as she heard her 
voice, 

“Sister, what happened?” 

“No.. nothing.” Kesha covered up. After looking at her sister for a while, Jeena's eyes again went to the 
books. Even Kesha used to study in the evenings. That was the reason, their father had given them a 
separate room to study, They had a common room, But now it was only Jeena's room. It became her only 
room since Kesha was married. They used to study together long ago. They used to joke. Their friends 
came. Kesha did not leave studies even after she got married. She continued studying. Her husband went 
to his office. Kesha went to college. They had lunch together. They left home in the moming together. 
How wonderful their lives were. The newly marrieds' lives moved ahead in this way. They would face 
troubles after they got a child. They would see real life then. For now, even if they did not sce cach other 
for two or three days, it felt like months. When Kesha was not called from her husband's house, how must 
she have felt? Maybe only she knows how. 
Kesha suddenly stood up. She looked at Jeena, She stepped out of the room. She thought something and 
stepped towards her mother’s room. Her mother had not slept. She was making cotton wicks. Her mother 
looked at Kesha standing stiff. 

“Sit down. ...why are you standing?” 
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She slowly sat near her mother. 

“Did Jeena sleep?” 

“No, she is still studying, ... Mother, shall I go?” Kesha asked her mother in a breadth. 

“Where?” her mother asked, amazed. 

“Shall 1 go home?” 

“Home...! How will you go without them calling you? No, child you cannot go without them calling you. 
It has not even been a month. You can go after they call you. We haven't said that we will not send you.” 
Kesha could not force. How would she go without somebody coming to call her? She felt sad. Kesha did 
not speak much. She stood and retumed to her room. Jeena was still studying. Kesha felt restless. They 
might call her tomorrow. She had hope that they would come to call. She always slept late. She slept early 
before she was married. It was after she went to her husband's house that she started sleeping late. She 
could not sleep until her husband finished writing his stories. She had to listen to them. Kesha had to 
criticize the stories. 

The clock struck. Half past eight. Kesha felt a sense of hurry as it got late. Somebodymebody come or not? 
It would be better if they would. She could go. But if they did not....! Not a day or two. She waited every 
day. Kesha decided to write a letter. She took a copy from the pillow side. She flipped it. She looked at the 
blank pages, She folded the copy. 

“Jeena, give me the fountain.” 

Jeena stood up and gave her the pen from the cupboard. Kesha started to write. 

Beloved you, 

We were not together even when we were together. How would I have felt to stay separated for months? 
Only my heart knows, What would your heart know? When two hearts stay separated, bad thoughts come, 
so my heart is waiting to see you soon. 

I have never written a letter to you. Likewise, you haven't written one to me. But, today | am writing to 
you. Not because 1 have lots of things to say to you. It is just a simple thing. You are not in front of me 
even to talk about a simple thing. You are there. | am here, But my heart is there. Really, women do not 
belong to their parents’ house. It is only until marriage. After she gets married, her house is no more her 
house. It’s not that my parents do not love me. | was loved by my parents since I was a little girl. It is still 
the same. But, I don't know, it seems like the heart changes. I feel as if somebody will soon come to call 
me from there. You did not let me stay here for even a week but now three weeks have passed and you 
have not sent anybody to call me. I know, it is not you who did not send anybody to call me. Your parents 
must have told you to wait. Isn't it? Or else, you would have sent somebody to call me days before. You 
got upset whenever you had to stay away from me and you must be upset even now. You couldn't even 
write any story. Really, I am killing your stories by staying at my parents’ house, Maybe you blame me as 
a murderer of your talent, But, what can 1 do? How can | come without somebody coming to call me? 1 
thought of coming too, but mother scolded me saying that I couldn't go until somebody came to call me. 
I could not ignore my mother's speech. That is why I cannot come. | will not write what I always tell you 
in this letter. We will meet. You will come as soon as this letter comes to your hand. | will be waiting. 
-Kesha 

Kesha finished writing the letter. The pen stopped. She looked at the copy in which she had written the 
letter. She tore off the page. She folded it. How would she send it? She must put it in an envelope. But 
kesha could not find any envelope in the room. It would have been there if she had to write letters daily. 
She thought of sending the letter the next day and kept it under the pillow. She thought that she would send 
the letter to his office through her brother. Jeena was still studying. 

“Lam off to bed. Turn off the lights and sleep.” 

Kesha lay down. Her sister nodded her head. 

Nobody came to call yesterday. Kesha hung her head as she was having tea. Her feelings shook like an 
earthquake in her heart. She felt a headache. As she took her hand to her forehead, it felt hot. What had 


Fal She felt hopeless. Kesha’s husband came to her heart. Was he ill too? Kesha’s heart leaped. AN 
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It must be that way. He always said that his eyes hurt. Were his eyes damaged? ..... No, no, he must not be 
that ill. 1f he was ill, how would her mother-in-law not send somebody to call her? She would take care 
when he got even a bit ill. She would ask to stay in the room and prepare lunch herself. He is not ill. Then, 
why did she send nobody to call me? Ouestions arouse in her mind. Her tea went cold as she tried to find 
answers for her guestions. She did not want to drink tea. She took the glass to the balcony. Her mother, 
who had gone to the temple, had not returned. Kesha had to prepare lunch. She had to clean the pulses. She 
had to cut the vegetables. She looked at the clock. It was 9. Her sister had to go to school at 11. Her father 
would return from the store. Her brother would come searching for food after school. She had to hurriedly 
prepare lunch. She stepped forward. She turned on the flame. She washed the rice grains, Put them to cook. 
She put the pot on the flame and sent her sister, who was studying, to buy an envelope, then put the letter 
inside the envelope. She sealed it. Her brother hadn't come. She wanted her brother to come fast. But it 
was not yet time for her husband to go to the office. Nobody can make the sunrise even if they are in a 
hurry. Her footsteps went upstairs. Rice was not cooked. As she was about to cut vegetables, she heard 
footsteps. Who was it? Not her mother; it was her brother. Kesha was amazed as she saw her brother. Her 
brother, who always came back at 11, had come earlier today, 
“Raj, why have you come early today?” Kesha asked. 
“Wouldn't it be earlier on a Friday!” her brother replied. 
It was Friday! Kesha had forgotten. She had even forgotten the days, Different things happen to people 
when their state of mind is disturbed. The state of mind and subconsciousness must be sisters. The same 
thing happens when a person is subconscious. People tend to forget where they are going, She asked her 
brother without looking at the clock “What time is it?” 
“It’s already half past nine.” 
“Then do one thing.” 
“What?” 
“Go to your brother-in-law’ office and give this to him.” Kesha gave the envelope to her brother. 
Her brother was surprised as he saw the letter, He went down without taking the letter or saying anything. 
“Wait....look here...” 
He ignored Kesha and went away. Kesha was stunned. She could not say anything. She was not conscious 
about the rice boiling. Her brother again came up. 

“I forgot. A letter came for you yesterday.” 
Kesha understood. He had gone to take the letter or else Kesha would have scolded him. Kesha was taken 
aback as she heard the word ‘letter.’ Which friend would send a letter to her? She serially remembered her 
friends. Sharmila, Bina, .....Ambika...Mona, Mona, who had gone to become a doctor, would send letters, 
She was the one who wrote letters. It had been a long time since there were any exchanges of letters with 
her, Then whose letter was it? Kesha took the letter. Her name was written on the envelope “Kesha,” And 
there was the address just below. But there was no name of the person who had sent it. Who? She looked 
at it again. As Kesha looked, she recognized the handwriting. It was her husband's handwriting. She 
hurriedly tore the envelope. She took out the letter. Her eyes were set at the first line- “Kesha.....”, then 
she looked at the other words- “yes, this letter. | only wrote letters from a girl to a boy and from a boy to 
a girl in stories and novels. But today, not any story or novel, I am writing it myself. A letter is written to 
somebody who is living abroad. It makes us communicate even though we live far. But we are far even 
though we are in front of each other. Not a day, not two. Almost a month. Still you have not come. How 
would you? Forceful love is not real love. Real love is the one you do from your heart. But....! 1 do not 
know. How ruthless am I? The phrase that ‘people know how to become a teacher, not a student’ is true. If 
not to others, it happened to me. I forgot to analyze myself as I was busy analyzing men and women in the 
stories. If not sooner, then later. I know; nothing has impaired for you. I held on to the plot you gave the 
night before you went to your parents’ house. 1 tortured you so that you had to stay with your smile on and 
your heart crying. Yes, I really mistreated you. We feel happiness even if our beloved gives us sadness. 


ut Kesha, you should have told 


me even though you did not tell anybody. I was not like the others, But | am not that kind of husband. You 
know. My heart cries as I know that you remained silent. You could have told me directly, Why did you 
have to give me in the form of a story? You could not say it directly, so you said it indirectly. That is fine. 
1 understood. 

As you said love is lov 


There is no concern of physical relationships in love. There is only spiritual love 
between the lovers. Even if ten or twenty people rape in front of the person, he will love his beloved, 
because they are connected through hearts. Not faces. I have understood what you were trying to say. Your 
lover still loves you. And you love him too. May you love be successful. My best wishes are with you. That 
is why I didn't send anybody to call you. Maybe you understood. 

-Yours but not yours anymore 

Kesha could not understand as she read the letter. She did not realize the letter she had written had fallen 
off. She only felt the story plot she gave, Her friend Gita’s lover told Gita. Suddenly, Kesha’s body felt 
hot. Her eyes were filled with tears. Men are very doubtful. They make a small issue large. Kesha had only 
given a story. Not her experience. It became her experience for her husband. Kesha’s face blazed with 
anger. Her heart developed a rebellion against her husband. She kept her brother where he was and ran 
towards her husband’s house, Maybe she ran to criticize her husband’s thoughts. 
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